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to his horse, ordered the drummer nearest to him to sound an
alert, gathered a couple of hundred cavalrymen around him, and
set out with what Abul Fazl calls "the speed of lightning" to meet
the challenge. Akbar's attack was opened by his bowmen who
"poured a hail of arrows on the enemy." Simultaneously, his
small band threw themselves upon the advancing horsemen, and
caused among them such panic that "the royal troops pulled the
arrows out of the quivers of the enemy and used them against the
fleeing Gujaratis." Ikhtiar-ul-Mulk lost both battle and life; his
blood-dripping head was brought to Akbar by a Turkoman
soldier.
During the engagement, Muhammad Hussain Mirza was put to
death by his guard, without express order but under pressure
from Raja Bhagwan Das, who apprehended that he might escape-
and join the enemy. Though Akbar expressed displeasure at the
act, he was not sorry to get rid of his most formidable enemy.
After this singular victory, Aziz Koka with other officers cams
from Ahmedabad to the battlefield. The party was warmly wel-
comed by the Emperor.
It was on 2 September 1573, that Akbar led his victorious army
into the capital. The population gave him an enthusiastic welcome.
Once again the khutba was read in his name, and firmans were
issued to announce the suppression of the rebellion. After resting
for a few days in the palace of his foster-brother, Akbar started
on return journey to Sikri. The second expedition to Gujarat
had been a 'blitzkreig' that astounded both his friends and foes.
He reached Sikri on Monday, 6 October after an absence of drama-
packed forty-three days. The rebels had been liquidated; there was
now no one left to foment insurrection in the province.
The welcome given him when he entered Sikri was a memorable
one. Shouts of Allah-Akbar rent the air as the cavalcade, headed
by the gorgeously dressed body guard who had their lances adorned
with golden apples, entered the gates. The strains of martial music
struck by the bands of the imperial forces gave the city an aura
of joy. Akbar himself rode his favourite warhorse, a grey charger
with henna-dyed mane and tail, and carried his jewel-bedecked
spear proudly in the manner of a gallant Greek knight; before him
rode his faithful commanders and courtier, all dressed in the
shimmering robes of their respective rank. Members of his family
and those grandees who had remained in Sikri came out to the